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Pillow Talk 


The noises had been going on for weeks. Gentle moans, sighs and almost silent whispers coming from behind 


the closed bedroom door. Yet every time he'd gone in, Izzy had been asleep. 


But now they weren't just happening at night. They were happening at all times of the day. Pressing his ear 
against the door, Slash listened to the soft sighs coming from inside. 


It was driving him crazy. Had Izzy found someone else to share a bed with? Slash doubted it because every 
time he'd gone in Izzy had been silent, asleep and, most importantly, alone. But it still left exactly where the 
noises were coming from. They were definitely Izzy, there was no doubting that. For a while, he'd thought that 
it was a tape recording that Izzy was using to drive him nuts. But a thorough and messy search of the room 
had turned up no tape machine. Now he was sure that someone, or something, was trying to drive him out of 


his mind. He wasn't sure how they were doing it, but it was working. 


Silently he listened as the sighs and moans grew in intensity. The chorus was now accompanied by the rusty 
squeaking of the bed springs. Slash was starting to get paranoid. What the fuck is lzzy doing? His heart lurched, 
dropping into his stomach. Has he found a better fuck than me? 


A strangled groan emitted from the bedroom and Slash found himself kicking the door open, his face flushed 
with anger, determined to end what was happening once and for all. 


"What the - oh." His eyes came to rest on a naked Izzy, his skinny ass in the air as he hovered on all fours. 


Izzy, his hair matted to his face with sweat, cast an embarrassed look over his shoulder. Slash smiled; he'd 


never been able to resist Izzy's deer-caught-in-headlights look. 
"What are you doing?" he asked as Izzy made a hurried attempt to hide his nudity. 
"No-no-nothing,” came the stammered reply. 


Sitting on the bed, Slash pulled the blanket back to find a shaking Izzy, something clutched to his stomach. The 


shocked look of being caught in some illicit act still plastered across his face. 
"What have you got?" Slash reached out, intending to grab whatever Izzy was trying to hide. 


There was a squeak and Izzy buried his prize deeper under the blanket. Frustration swarmed through Slash and 


his face twisted to show it. 


"Izzy." His voice was stern as he ripped the blanket away from Izzy's nude form, revealing whatever he was 


trying to hide trapped between his legs. 


Reaching down, Slash grabbed hold of the item that Izzy was trying so desperately to hide. Realising he'd lost 
this battle, Izzy buried himself back beneath the blanket while Slash examined his find. 


What he now held in his hands was a once white pillow, stained and stiff with some kind of substance. Dirty 
linen wasn't unusual in the Hellhouse but the pillow wasn't stained with blood or the saliva of sleepy alcoholics. 
It was stained with something sticky. Something that, to Slash, felt awfully like semen. Grinning to himself, Slash 
pressed his face against the rough blanket. 

"Have you found a new playmate?" He couldn't suppress the giggle that bubbled up from his chest: 

"No. maybe," came the muffled reply. There was silence for a moment. "Yes." 

Still grinning, he peeled the blanket away from Izzy's still stunned face. There was a flurry of movement as 
Izzy snatched the blanket back, again hiding his guilt and shame. Slash giggled: there was a good game to be 
played. 

"Are you going to introduce me to your pillow?" he asked, desperately trying to hold back full blown laughter. 


An inaudible mumble came from beneath the blanket and the dirty material moved as Izzy shuffled away from 


him. Biting his lip and smiling, Slash lifted the corner and poked his head underneath. A pair of big brown eyes, 


filled with guilt, stared out at him. 


"So, what do you do with your pillow?" The eyes just blinked and Slash tasted blood as he bit harder against his 
lip. 


"Not much," whispered Izzy. 
Slash felt his smile widen. "Do you have sex with your pillow?" 


Izzy gave a little nod, eyes wide, trying his best to look innocent. Slash shuffled under the blanket, trapping the 
pillow between their bodies. 


"And how do you have sex with your pillow?" he asked, voice hushed. 
He watched as Izzy swallowed and slowly pushed the hair out of his eyes, doing his best to stall for time. 


"| - | rub myself against it to get off" His voice got quieter with every word and he dropped his eyes, avoiding 
Slash's gaze. 


Slash curled a finger beneath Izzy's chin and lifted the dark eyes back to his. He felt himself smirk as he saw 


the look of shame on Izzy's face. 


"I think you, me and pillow need to have a little chat about our relationship.’ He tried to make his face as 


serious as possible but it was a losing battle. 

"No, no, no." Izzy shook his head, hair tangling in his eyes. 

"You want to keep your pillow, right?" 

"Maybe." Izzy's reply was quiet, guilty. 

"How much do you love your pillow 122?" 

Izzy's eyes snapped to his, scared. "Not as much as | love you." 

Smiling, Slash scooted from the bed and stood up, the pillow dangling from one hand. "Fine, I'll get rid of it then 


Izzy's eyes went wide, terrified as he scuttled across the bed and tried to snatch the pillow back Quickly Slash 
moved his hand, holding the pillow out of Izzy's reach. 


"No!" he scolded, a finger pointed at Izzy. "If you want your pillow back then you're going to have to give me a 


demonstration.” He was enjoying his little game far too much to end it now. 


Izzy shook his head, his whole body trembling. Slash shoved his thumb into his mouth, biting down, desperately 
trying to stop the laughter. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, he held tightly onto the awful pillow, still keeping it at arm's length. His free 


hand reached out and stroked Izzy's face, running his fingers over the pale skin. 


‘| want to watch you fuck your pillow. | want to see your cute little ass bounce as you give it the fucking of 


its life." He pressed his lips against Izzy's, talking into his mouth. "It's a very lucky pillow." 
He pulled back and smiled, noticing Izzy's glazed eyes and heavier breathing. 
"Or," Slash continued, "I could lie you over your pillow and fuck you while you fuck your pillow." 


Slash smiled as he reached down and grasped Izzy's hardening cock. His own cock twitched as Izzy moaned and 


bucked into his hand. 
"So is that a yes?" He kissed Izzy. 


Izzy groaned and gave a little nod, his eyes squeezed shut. Sliding out of bed, Slash quickly undressed, discarding 
his clothes onto the pile that Izzy had already created. Stroking his own cock, he yanked the blanket off the 
bed, revealing a nervous Izzy, the pillow stuffed back between his legs. 


Slash grinned, enjoying the sight. "On your hands and knees hot stuff" 


His eyes swept over Izzy as the slender guitarist shuffled onto all fours, casting an anxious look over his 
shoulder. Bending down, Slash placed the pillow under Izzy's stomach, pushing it between his legs. Positioning 
himself behind the smaller man, Slash stared at the beautiful, pale body presented before him. Turned on and 
ready to go, he leaned forward and placed a kiss into the dip of Izzy's smooth back. Izzy quivered and moaned, 
arching forwards to rub himself against the pillow. With one hand stroking Izzy's back and ass, Slash used the 
other to reach for the lube. The sweet scented liquid dominated the room as he gently rubbed it along his 
aching cock. Quiet, lusty moans filled the room as Slash slowly moved a finger in and out of Izzy, watching as 
he rubbed himself harder against the pillow. It turned him on knowing that this used to be Izzy's secret way 
of getting off. It turned him on even more knowing that he was going to get his own private show. Leaning 


forward, he pressed his lips against the soft curve of Izzy's ear. 
"Ready?" His voice was heavy with lust. 


Silently Izzy nodded and Slash slid forward, pushing into his lover. Izzy gave a moan and trembled as Slash 


entered him. 
Slash stopped. "Am | hurting you?" 


"A little,” murmured Izzy. "But don't stop." 


Smiling, Slash gripped Izzy's hips and forced himself in, ignoring the tiny protests of pain. Placing a hand on 


Izzy's back, Slash forced him down and to his pillow, before slowly starting to move in and out. 


It was beautiful to watch as Izzy moaned and rubbed himself against the stained material. His back was arched 
and his perfect ass was in the air, bouncing as he moved in time with Slash's thrusts. Grinning and gripping 
Izzy's hips, Slash thrust harder, watching and enjoying the feeling of being in Izzy. Reaching out, he grabbed a 
handful of dark hair, pulling Izzy's head up slightly and listening to the confused babbling that came from his 


mouth. 


Pulling back, Slash began to lavish Izzy's ass with long, slow thrusts, forcing him down and against the pillow. He 
did it again and again, every movement hitting Izzy's prostate. Izzy moved with him; long, lazy moves, jerking 
and crying out every time Slash hit his prostate. Gasps and groans filled the room, each fuelling the other and 
Slash knew he wasn't going to last much longer. 


"Slash," Izzy whispered. "I'm not going to last much longer" 


Smiling he sped up, one hand on Izzy's hip, the other stroking up and down the curved expanse of Izzy's back. 
With glazed eyes, he watched as Izzy carried on fucking his pillow, rocking them both back and forth. Izzy's 
moans became louder until finally he pushed down hard onto the pillow, letting out a groan as he came. 
Watching Izzy orgasm against his new playmate was enough to push Slash over the edge. One last thrust into 
his tightening ass and Slash found himself coming, his orgasm tearing through him. He held still for a moment, 
giving small, slow thrusts as he watched Izzy pant and calm down. His hands crawled across the body that was 


stretched in front of him, enjoying the last few moments of having Izzy on his knees for him. 
Pulling out, he gently turned Izzy over, lying him on his back. The skinny brunette spread across the bed, hair 
tangled and eyes glazed. A sultry smile spread across his lips and Slash found himself leaning down to place a 


kiss against the curved lips. 


"You can keep your pillow," said Slash, his own face breaking into a smile. "But you have to let me do that again 


sometime.” 


~~~The End 


